BARBARIAN STORIES

Blackbird had scraped a hole in the hill-side with
her stone pick, and buried her baby and covered him
with earth and stones. Tired and yet restless, she
could not stay near the dun, with everyone looking at
her or touching her. She went slowly down the
valley, stopping every now and then, with a hand
pressed on her side to ease the pains that still kept
coming and going. The sea in the sun was bright
blue-green; every little rock patched it with white;
there were gulls flying, and foam, and a sweet, light
wind. She lifted her head to smell it; there was a turf
and cattle smell, and a seaweed and fish smell, and
over it all the heavy valley smell of flowers from all
round her. She shook it off impatiently and went on,
saying his name over and over to herself: 'Mot, come.
Mot's ship, come. Mot. Mot.' It was so many days
since he sailed; while he had been gone she had known
pain and misery worse than anything that had come
to her in all her life before: it would be all right again
when he came back. But he did not come. They
were saying he would never come. If that was the
way of it all the men and women who hated her would
be able to do what they wanted. Mot would not ever
come shouting into the dun again, with his eyes and
arms to pull her out of the crowd and make her shake
with pleasure; she would never have another child of
his. She wanted to see his ship come working in past
the islands, the copper rounds shining on her prow,
She stared at where it should be for a long time,
leaning against a bank, running a hand slowly
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